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His teeth were bright as dimes . . . Peter Hollenbeck: page one.

His teeth were bright as dimes.
We watched him as he gnashed
His manna from his trainer's hand,
While we who paid our sideshow fee
Were kept back from his straw domain:
Grew restless when we had to stand
Outside for hours the circle of his chain.
In spite of himself, he was tame.
But then, envisioning those full moon nights,
Our pulses surfeited as we shared
The consummation of his crucial teeth in the vein
Of a wondering virgin; baying
What he could of his dismay
The words of men.
We wondered if he answered to a name.
And while we lazed and longed for pacing wolves,
Our tame dreams nipped us at the cuff:
Our tongues encountered cotton candy.
They cooked for cats what he had left;
At noon he took his nap, and we were drawn,
Our dogs baited into the burning barn.
His eyes were flecked with innocence.
But somewhere in his downy hide
A boy's heart hid we had not spent to stare.
The beast we hunted in the darkness there
Could cleave no other track but ours;
Ours were the dark spoors we hounded down,
The nest in the cave, ours the unweaning cry.
While melonbreasted women back and forth
Sighed through the fair, they always slowed
Beside his cage to let their fingers graze;
Whispering they vowed beneath their breath,
Secretly and stopped they lay to rest
A pan of pale, of thinly mortal milk
We sourly leaned to watch him lap.

Adventures and Miscalculations of Skeeter Blinkenbeck: Tome II) i) Peter Barton)
bage three.

[I]

N the little bungalow of Skeeter
Blinkenbleck, there was a tea party
going on, and if you had come any
later you would have missed it altogether. On the table were heaped
heaps and heaps of teapots, a little white wobbling
mountain of china, and round the table with no
cups at their places sat Skeeter's guests.
"I must say," said Mr. Lester Lemulux, tapping
his cigar and leaning hugely back in his chair.
And then his cigar exploded and he said no more.
After a silence Skeeter leaned forward nervously in his chair, his nose twitching at the corners,
and said, "What do you say to that, Sniffin ?"
"Do you always have to pick on me?" said
Sniffin a little indignantly. He turned away and
th.rust his nose into the air. "Why don't you ask
Snemulu?"
"Well, I don't know about that," started Snemulu; "I mean I just don't know about that. If it's
opinions you want, I suppose I could side with
that, but as far as decisions and final statements
go,-well, I'm sure we'd all benefit, but, I don't
know, I'd just rather stay out of the whole thing."
And Sniffin, now no longer looking at his
brother, took out his handerkerchief and polished
his teacup once more. He alone had brought with
him his own teacup, testily, solitarily and in case,
and proceeded with his pine-needle hanky to
sweep it deciduously clean because, as he said,
"Well! You just never know." (He did not polish
};lis spectacles, because they were as blank as
biscuits and, being nearsighted, he couldn't find
them when he took them off.)
"How do you like that. There's always something," spoke a voice from the corner.
"I knew there would be something," said another.
And the more voices he heard, the more Skeeter
quietly wished he could quietly leave; but it was
his tea party, after all, so he looked across the
table and smiled at Mr. Sniffin, who gazed unblinkingly out of his dusty spectacles and batted
at a fly, Mr. Sniffin looked so much like a mouse
that he fooled everybody.
Mr. Lester Lemulux, the hippopotamus, loaded
a wincing armchair and smoked another cigar.
He carried a quiver of cigars in his vest pocket
and puffed and spouted smoke into the air until
they exploded, which they all did. As he was about
to dissolve in a mist of smoke and explosions,
there was a perponderous noise from one end
of the table to the other.
"Hsst," whispered the Beaver, who was sitting
at the far end of the table. "Take this." And he
handed a little slip of paper to his neighbor, the
mouse.

Before it had changed hands twice, the whole
table were whispering and shaking their heads in
a very denunciatory fashi(,m, "A note, a note!"
they muspered. "Shhh!"
Fortunately for himself as well as for everyone
else, no one at this lull in the proceedings noticed
the entrance of H. Brocklebore Nettlepan, milkmaid-pincher and surreptitious versifier, clad in
Tasmanian turbans and metatarsal tartans, dramatically cloaked and inexplicably invoked, hobo
and bystander of demonstrations, saving eternally
two shillings for his eyes, if that should ever
come to be. Cautious as a cat, shy as a bird, meek
as a moose, he ey,ed the table and, spotting an
empty place, swept to it and sat nervously down,
his fingers crossed for no apparent reason.
And as the note made its way from hand to
hand up the length of the table to where Skeeter
was sitting, the Beaver was showing his buck
teeth, trying to make it look like a smile while he
said, "It's nothing really, nothing really at all,"
and under his breath he growled at the mouse,
"You've done it now. Just look at that. The whole
table knows about it now'."
The note made its way up the side of the table,
and finally arrived at Skeeter's place at the head.
Before handing it to Skeeter, Sniffin the mouse,
who was sitting next to him, said, "Shall I start
it down the other side?"
"No, thank you," said the squirrel. "It's for
me."
"I know," said Sniffin. "Think you're smart?"
Skeeter with trembling hands unfolded the note;
he had never before received such an important
note from such a long way away. He turned his
back to the table so that nobody could see what
was written. It looked as though nothing was
written. But as he turned it over and over, he
saw that there were more and more sides, and as
he came to the last one, he read the three letters
n.o.w.
printed in wee letters at the bottom. "Well, it
must be something of imposition, implosion, and
implication," thought Skeeter as he turned about
to face the table again, "but it must stand for
something."
He sat down and whispered to Sniffin, "Who's
it from?"
''Who is what from?" asked Sniffin.
"The note, of course."
"Oh, that's from Beaver. The whole table knows
about it now," he said smugly, and polished his
teacup with the tablecloth. "Of course, I always
knew he was the type."
The whole table rattled into silence like a
crumpled candy wrapper as Skeeter stood up looking as though he were about to make a speech.

He peered down the misty length of the table and
could just barely make out Beaver's smile drifting
back and forth in the fog at the foot, and could
hear him saying, "No, of course it isn't anything.
It's nothing at all. And then he mumbled something to the mouse.
Skeeter waved to him, and the Beaver sat
suddenly up, nervously straight, nitonically shining, and in silence felt the eyes of the entire table
upon him.
"'Now', what?" asked Skeeter through the
smoke and the stillness and the curious stares,
casually, very politely, and not trying to seem too
curious.
And with that the Beaver fidgeted, rose from
his seat, and left the room without saying a word,
except, under his breath, "Too late now. And
you!" This last was addressed to the mouse, but
it was all anyone ever heard of him as he strode
and shambled down the long hall, out the door,
and forgot to get his coat.
"That's a fine how do you do," said the Droll
Tortoise.
"It's a fine good-bye, if you ask me," said
Sneezer the Rabbit, and then he sneezed, 'choo!
"I daresay I didn't ask you," noted Sniffin, and
wished he had a mug of marmalade to potch in
the face of anyone who could ask such an inorcinal question. "I say, old boy," he said, turning to Skeeter, "what you really need at a tea
party is a nice tray of marmalade. Everytime I
come to one of your parties I've had the feeling
I've been missing something, and now I know
what it is."
"But I haven't any toast or biscuits," replied
the squirrel.
Mr. Snemulu, who for the last few minutes had
in his his chair been trembling like a teacup, now
ventured to speak. "I believe I have a joke," he
said.
"Snemulu has a joke," said Sniffin. "And we
don't have a violinist."
"What is it, Mousy?" said Skeeter.
"It's not actually a joke," said Snemulu. "I've
been thinking about it. What it is, is a riddle,
and ... "
"Oh yes, riddles are all right," said Skeeter
hastily. "Aren't they, Sniffin ?"
'Riddles are fine," broke in the Droll Tortoise,
"but what I'm fondest of are dark sayings. And
nothing's worth anything unless you know the
difference between something and anything. That's
a dark saying: I long for those. I suppose no one
here knows the difference between a riddle and
two elephants sitting on a bun?"
Gradually, the guests became quiet. A few began whispering what they thought the answer to
be, some woke up, and Sniffin said, rather despicuously, "I might have known it."
"Well," the Droll Tortoise said, "the difference
between a riddle and two elephants sitting on a
bun is, one is a conundrum, and the other a bununder-'em."
"Oh," said Snemulu.
"I don't suppose anybody knew that one," said
the Tortoise.
"Well, let's hear your joke, Snems," said
Sniffin.
"Riddle," said the mouse; "and I'm sure it can't
compare with the one of Mr. Tortoise . . . (here
he could see the Tortoise, smilingly, close his
eyes) but: how many eat's tails would it take to
reach the moon.
There was for that while a strange silence,
during which the Droll Tortoise began to frown,
and write calculations upon the tablecloth.

'

"Let us take X," said the Owl, and immediately
a squabble began at his end of the table, among
those who would rather use Y, or Q; and of
course we know it doesn't matter which, at all.
But at any rate, it was the cause of a few teapots being dislodged, and fists and feathers.
"Do you know the answer?" whispered Skeeter.
"No . . . but don't teli them," said Snemulu.
"I just made it up; I had to make something up,
I .. : "
"Don't worry," said Skeeter.
At the far end of the table, Sneezer the Rabbit
had woken up, and heard the Owl whispering discretely to his neighbor, "How many eat's tails
would it take to reach to the moon?" To which
Sneezer impatiently replied, "Why - only one, if
it were long enough!" And then he sneezed, and
promptly fell asleep.
Now the party was in false wing again, and
in between the cackling congregations of geese,
explosions, cantaloupes, and cloudbanks of smoke
you could see the sailing teapots and H. Brocklebore N ettlepan as he vow bled, with fingers to
brow, this plea:
Were I a king, I could demand dement;
A cat, instinctive my insanity.
Or were I wed, domestic madness would suffice.
To sprinkle mice with lots of spice,
To swim and dine in stews of mice.
Nor fopes, my queen, to pinch their tails
with me!
And shall we dip our mushrooms in our tea?
And shall you mack my crown so merrily?
A doubtful choice, of these for which I thrave!
A kingdom, or a mousetrap, or a slave!
"Who's he?" said the Owl.
"I've never seen him before," the Rat replied.
"But if you ask me . :. "
"Exactly," said the Owl. 'If you ask me, he
aspires to madness."
"Mad?"
"Mad. Quite mad."
To this interchange Mr. H. Brocklebore Nettlepan, with kneaded brows and fiourwhite eyes,
paid not the slightest heed.
Teapots som·ed over the mountain of teapots in
the center of the table, from one side to the other,
and landed with crashes of tinkling thunder.
Skeeter thought it was very hard to think with
so much din going on, and noise as well, so he
decided to say something instead. "It is a nice
day," he said to no one in particular.
"Is it? Is it? Oh, if I must be bothered, I suppose I must be bothered. But mind you, my patience isn't a turtle. If this keeps up I'm going to
have to stop coming to these parties," Sniffin
snapped, sitting straightly up. "Why don't you
ask Snemulu, he's the one that always knows
everything. He's always impossible, besides." And
he plapped out his table napkin and began reading it like a newspaper through his spectacles.
"Why, I don't think he's impossible," said the
squirrel, feeling a sort of hurt for his friend.
"You aren't impossible, are you, Snemulu ?"
"What?"
"It is a nice day."
"A nice day? Yes,-well, I suppose it is: if you
want to look at it from in here, but it all depends
on the way you look at it. I mean, I just want
you to know that I haven't been outside since
teatime, and it may have changed since then, or it
may have stayed exactly the same, or-well, any
number of dreadfuls. But I just want you to know
that !-all I'm saying is, I just don't want
scandal, that's all. Just scandal, that's all I don't
want."

page jive.
Just then, in one of the most roundly trematious
explosions you have ever heard, Lester Lemulux,
prognosticator without a country and erstwhile
pamphleteer, pipsissewa and intellectual pinwheel, materialized from a cloud of smoke, standing on the seat of his chair and waving his arms
fantastically. "Behold!" he shouted. "I am Fairfax M. Fantabulasia! Observe!"
"I don't believe I've had the pleasure," said
Sniffin, not even turning around. With a crash of
rending Chippendale and pantaloons the hippopotamus shot through the bottom of the chair
and was consumed by the smoke of another explosion.
"I've always admired his taste in trousers,"
said Skeeter, and waited for someone to make
conversation or comments, witty asides, conundrums, irrelevants, or gingerbread.
"Yes, I might too, but I've never seen his
trousers, you see," said Mr. Snemulu. "Also, I
don't know to whose trousers you are referring,
and if I don't know that, I can't very well be
expected to make comments or elephants . . .
can I? I mean, I just wanted you to realize what
I realize only in part myself, and that ... "
"Oh, well then," quickly replied Skeeter, very
anxious to have a conversation with Snemulu the
mouse for once, "it's the hippo. He wears purple
pantaloons. I wish I had hi!! taste," he said somewhat dejectedly, and looked down at his bright
yellow pants and his fuchia spats.
"Yes, I suppose he does have good taste,' remarked the mouse, "although I, as far as my own
interest are concerned, never go in for colours.
They're much too ... much, if you know what I
mean."
"Oh yes," said Skeeter. "I do. Go on."
"Well, so I can't really go in for colours, and
white always ends up looking too whitish, and
black too blackish. And I couldn't really have that.
Could I?"
"Oh no," said Skeeter. "But what do you wear?"
"Well, I don't know why you had to ask that.
I just don't know why you had to ask that," he
whiffled and fidgeted.
Skeeter didn't want him to be unspeaking and
distressed again, so he said, "Why don't you stand
up and show me?"
The mouse visibly blanched. "I can't really
stand up. I mean, it wouldn't be right, because
here I am a guest at your party and trying to be
polite as possible and sitting down at the right
place and-oh, it would be too much, just too
much." His whiskers vibrated. "But if you like,"
he said subciliously and mystically, "you may look
under the table."
And so Skeeter popped his head beneath the
table, and there he saw one of the cutest little
pairs of pants that you have ever seen. One leg
was black with big white polka dots, and the other
was white with big black polka dots. "You don't
think they're too much?" he heard the mouse say,
from above the table.
"Not at all," said Skeeter. "Seldom have I seen
such balance."
"Oh, I'm so glad," purled Mr. Snemulu, and
breathed a little soft shy sigh of relief.
Suddenly, with the exception of H. Brocklebore
Nettlepan, who at lunar intervals was heard to
murmur mammoth unimaginings, the whole hall
was very still. In Orphic tones, sotte voce, was
rendered.
"And shall we dip our mushrooms in our tea?
And shall we dip our mushrooms in our tea?"
Meanwhile the teapots ceased to soar back and
forth and over the mountain in the middle, no-

body coughed from the smoke, and everyone
stared at the head of the table.
"Eh! What's occurring here?" one said.
"Infamy! Opprobium! Fricassee!"
"Libel! Inequality! Frivolity!"
"Where's he! Where's Skeeter Blinkenbleck!"
They all then began pounding their teapots on
the table, yelling, "We want Skeeter Blinkenbleck!
We want Skeeter Blinkenbleck!" And then they
all began throwing their teapots at the head of the
table.
Sneezer the Rabbit, who'd gone off to sleep,
gazed at the far end of the table, through the barrage of teapots, and said to his neighbor, "I
wonder where Skeeter is?"
"Cad!"
Meanwhile Skeeter, who had just popped under
the table to take a peek at some polka dots, heard
all the racket above his head and wondered what
in heaven could be the matter. "What is it?" he
asked Snemulu.
"They're wondering where you are," confided
the mouse. And a teapot whizzed by his head.
"But don't come up now, whatever you do."
"You mean, whatever I don't do," corrected
Skeeter.
"Oh, and whatever shall I do?" moaned the
mouse, his whiskers all ashiver.
"Well, it'll have to be something," mused
Skeeter, "but nothing that sounds like anything,
or else they'll be suspicious."
"I think they're suspicious already," he said,
ducking a teapot.
"Make a speech," offered Skeeter, crouching
under the table. "Make .a speech about my extended apologies on the occasion."
· "Oh, that sounds so nice," perplexed the mouse.
"Are you sure you couldn't do it?" The shouting
became louder in the clouded room. "Not that I'm
against making speeches; nothing of the sort.
Making a speech is a fine exercise both for
speaker and audience in developing poise and
patience. Speeches are useful for just about
everything you can think of. On the other hand,
of course, there may be some things that you
haven't thought of-and I for that matter-oh,
my; and I just think you should know that ...
well, I just don't want a Scene, that's all. That's
all I don't want-a Scene."
Suddenly the whole table became quiet again,
as from one end to the other was heard a tiny
sneeze. Sneezer the Rabbit was just waking up
from a snooze. He opened his little eyes, looked
at the head of the table, and whispered, "Hmmm.
Skeeter's not in: he must be out." And before he
was asleep again he sneezed, 'choo!
"Out to get some marmalade, I hope," said
Sniffin from the other end, not even looking up
from his teacup. "I don't suppose he knows it
when he sees it."
"He's out! He's out!"
"Skeeter Blinkenbleck is out!" shouted all the
guests, and thumped the table.
Skeeter, who had taken his alarm clock out of
his pocket to see what time it was, looked at its
blank face and decided that it was too dark
beneath the table to see what time it was. He put
his ear to its glistening side, heard absolutely
nothing, and decided that there was too much
noise going on to hear whether it was running or
not. Satisfied, he dropped it into his pants pocket
again, but not before some springs had dripped
out and dribbled on the floor.
He could see the mouse's knees trembling, or
at least the polka dots dancing. "What's the matter, Mousy?"

"I think I have another joke."
"Oh," said the squirrel. "Well, say it-l'll
laugh."
"I was afraid of that."
"What?"
"Oh, Skeeter, it's not that .' .. it's just that

"

"All right, I won't laugh. Is that all right?"
"Which that do you mean ?"
"Not the one you think I don't."
"Oh, good. Oh, thank you, Skeeter," rhapsodized
the mouse. "Thou ... "
"Would you like to hear a joke, Mousy?"
"Oh, yes, Skeeter."
"All right, tell me one."
"Well," the mouse began, "actually, if it belongs
to any class at all, it belongs to the riddle class."
At this the talk of the table thinned, and as the
focus fastened on Mr. Snemulu several comments
flitted to and fro. "Now there's a class without
a head," smirked the Tortoise. "And the riddle is
this," continued the mouse. "Why cannot a pig
write?"
"Because he has no oink in his pen!" came a
voice from the end of the table.
"My brother does not make jokes often," said
Sniffin in the silence that followed, "but when he
does they are terrible."
"I suggest a poem for the occasion," the Droll
Tortoise said.
"Yes," concurred the Owl. "A capital suggestion."
All the animals round the table looked at one
another and then, as if by silent as11ent, began
banging their teapots.
"We don't know any poems!"
"This is no occasion!"
"Nobody knows poems!"
"Nobody knows poems but Skeeter!"
"Pondeferous silence, if you please," stated
Sniffin, and stood, gazing at the hushed room
through his spectacles like a dazed duckfish. "I
have a poem."
"He's got a poem! He's got a poem!" chorused
the guests, like the fall of a china Babel.
Mr. Sniffin stood wi~h his back as straight as a
rah for some moments, and then he said, "I have
forgotten the poem." And then he sat down.
"He's forgotten the poem! He's forgotten the
poem!" careened the chorus, and the table shook.
"But I'm sure Mr. Snemulu hasn't," he said,
trying to be offhand about it while he peered at
him pertly through the biscuits of his spectacles.
Everyone looked at Snemulu. As he stiffly sat
in palbed and plogable muteness, while the kettles
began to tick and rattle with his shivering chair,
the little shaving of a smile spread slowly on his
face.
He felt then a little tug at his cuff and, looking
down, espied Skeeter among the polka-dots. "My
latest," he whispered, and handed the mouse a
scribbled table napkin that suspiciously resembled
Sniffin's.
And the mouse stood up at attention, his little
shoulders back, roundly smiling, and trembling so
that his spectacles shook. The whole table witnessed him wonderingly. The Droll Tortoise
groaned obtusely, and squinted at him like a
pirate. Sniffin fainted.
The mouse nipped his whiskers, rolled from his
throat a creamy purr, and proceeded:

The lion and the marmaduke,
The pride of eventide!
Came sliding down a mango tree
At twilight, side by side.
The one said to the other! know not now which one"My petticoats are ruffled,
My buttons are undone!"
With that the partners curtseyed,
And waltzed away to church in state;
He bit the buttons off her shirt
And spit them in the plate.
He leapt and swam and swizzled
A veritable pretzel in his pirouette,
He kept his partner puzzled
By what I know not yet.
"Of hippogriffs and macaroons
I now presume to speak,
And dance around the mango tree
And tweak my tuneful beak."
He danced around the mango tree,
No longer merely myth;
He pulled his pants up to his chin,
He honked his nose forthwith.
The lion roared with such effect
That all about her fell
The mangoes from the mango tree
And mango jam as well.
"If sueh a squawk is your delight
I quake to comprehend,
But I shall swallow down your words
If you don't first, my friend!"
With that she yawned in appetite
And stretched herself in shade,
And closed her eyes and slept
In mango marmalade.
How pleasantly the marmaduke
Throughout his savage hair
Could run his fingers one by one
And shout into the air!
"Nor fopes! A jimsy Jammanix!
All this, and more, is hair,
A blessing bootsome verilly,
To merrily declare!"
He shook from side to side
His long and orange mane;
He proudly wagged the other way
And shook it back again.
How musically the marmaduke
Began to clap and sing,
Around the mango tree he raved,
His name unravelling.
He yelled Choobay! till wholly hoarse
And then began to hoot;
And then upon the lion he tripped,
A tragic substitute.
The quickly mellowed marmaduke
In time with his applause
Did heartily clap, with now his step
Inside the lion's jaws.
How siliently the marmaduke
Was heard to disappear;
To thump the lion's placid pate
With messages of cheer!
The masticated marmaduke,
In case you should forget, he
Left his mane outside the lion
Like squabbling spaghetti.
And how, of course, it's plain,
Though I confess I've stalled,

page seven.

Why lions have a mane
And marmadukes are bald.
Over the table echoed a round and oracular
silence. Mr. Snemulu stared at the handkerchief.
Sneezer the Rabbit opened his snoozy eyes and
said, "So that's why!" And then he sneezed, 'choo!
and was asleep directly.
"I don't believe I know of any marmadukes at
all," remarked Sniffin, with a discouraging hint of
finality. He touched up his teacup. "Let alone a
bald one."
"Well, the thing of it is that ... " began Mr.
Snemulu prior to clearing his throat, and proceeded for the next three minutes to clear his
throat.
Lester Lemulux, who in the midst of the poem
had begun to titter audibly, now hawed like a
horse. Then suddenly he stopped (and nobody, of
com·se, turned to look) and began weeping large
trembling tears, and burst out occasionally, weeping gigantically, "It's a tragedy! Oh, it's a
tragedy!"
"It is time," said the Tortoise.
"Indeed it is," placidly agreed the Owl.
"Time? It's time!" shouted the table.
And Skeeter, beneath the table, thought it
couldn't possibly be time. He pulled out his alarm
clock, his ever present and never presentable
clock, his chubby and chemenable clock, his moonfaced and metamorphic clock, to make sure. While
dripping springs, its one hand going round once

a month over its blank white face, it began clanging uncontrollably as soon as he had gotten it out
of his pocket. He was about to say it certainly
wasn't time, at all, at all, because he knew how
many times the hands of time go round didn't
matter; if their shadows are cast across no face
of time, if no face of hours bears the shadow of
their passing, then they are as if they never were.
But a wary quiet passed over the guests as the
jingling tintinnabulation died slowly away, followed by the trip-tap of falling springs.
"Fire! Fire!" ·shouted the hippopotamus, and
bounded on top of his chair. "Fire!" he shouted,
and flapped his arms. And then with an explosion
he fell through the chair, smokily and lingeringly.
And then was such a tremense rumble that all
the mountain of teapots wobbled and shook. ·
"It's thunder!"
"It's a storm!'
"Oh, I don't wish it were a storm!"
"But if it's something worse, I wish it were!"
"It's an earthquake," said Sneezer startingly.
"Oh, my burrow!"
"0 Cairo!" projected Lester.
But there were those who said, "Oh: it's the
end of the world, and all of heaven." And all the
animals rushed over the wobbling floor to the
knothole of the bungalow to see what the matter
could be. And Skeeter unnoticed emerged from
underneath the table. He walked over to the crowd
ringing his window to see whatever it could be.

As lilacs after autumn razn ... , Peter Hollenbeck: page nzne.

As lilacs after autumn rain
A steeper fragrance give,
But pensively with every pound
And dumbly to the ground
To earth are doubly bound,
I weigh them by the windowsill
And trace the rays of rain;
I see a spider at me stare
VVho never stared before,
I harken to the drift of dust
And start at the counterpane:
And presence measures on my floor,
If not my shadow's blankly masked
A tailor asking me my span
That never asked before.

Anchoretic) Lee Allen Perron: page eleven.

lfi1

HERE is no sun anymore. The sky
is everything. Like a Titan overcoming, seducing the land. There is
no horizon, but it is that somewhere
there is a liquid blotch of broiling
red. The golden apple blossoms droop vainly from
their limbs. Over the lid of my dank box of
ancient tools which I don't know how to use I can
just see the first grazing field as it slopes down
to form the brook's bed. The apple trees mark the
crest and beyond that there are more hills and
hills and apple trees, a little higher, a little lower.
On the second hill the dog lies feigning sleep.
Foxy-faced and rusty-colored (and so named Iron
or occasionally by Joyce, Ronee), when the sheep
stray too far, he reveals his drowsy trick. His
barking reinstills the fear of the dog in the sheep
and once again they settle back to place.)
It has been Mr. Samuel Spenny, the economics
professor, a know liberal verging on communism,
who had first seen the man lying in the street as
we came from the curriculum meeting. In the
darkness, a great many men knowing about government Qr Rome or accustics gathered around
the man but the janitors at the scene pushed
them aside vexed, announcing that it was clearly
a moment for common sense and not for theory.
Around the cracked skull was a halo of clotted
blood and when the head was off the pavement
the elastic strand added a plastic dimension to
the pattern. Spenny hit me with his elbow in the
side.
- For God's sake, he said ecclesiastically, a
human life is at stake.
When the head snapped crack back onto the
pavement in the light a janitor had thrown onto
the scene, I couldn't help being enchanted. Spenny,
wholly humiliated, hit me squarely in the jaw and
the others kicked me in the stomach as I tried to
crawl away. Cur! Cynical cur! Later they made
me go to the hospital to hear him pronounced
1
dead.
(The lone sheep in the stall is sensitive now
even if I run my hands through her wool which I
don't even know how to shear. I had thought it
would have been three weeks ago but she hasn't
lambed yet. The only light still working in the
barn is this one over this sheep's stall and the

windows are too musky to permit light. The
animal breath and the manure and the hay and
the harnesses smell strangely sweet. At last the
sheep lets her flanks sink next to mine. Pigeons
maybe a thousand of them come in under the
paddock shelter just outside the thinly flapping
door. I walk past the hundred haunted eyes of
horses and cows out to the fence. Several times
before they have gone and returned from nowhere
and now again they all fly off but one and he has
lingered behind before too. He stares at me slyly
before rising above the house and flying out over
the fields.)
When I came home to the apartment Joyce was
struck with horror. Two wives had communicated
the incident to her during the evening and when
I arrived a third anathma was on the phone. She
asked me again and again if I were such a daemon that I didn't care if a man died. When she
wouldn't risk to sleep with me I left without telling anyone, not even Joyce, not even myself, until
we were both in the car. We came back for the
last time to pick up some clothes and a phonograph and my father stared at me as if I weren't
his son. He asked me twice what did I buy and I
said so many horses and so mang sheep and I
didn't know how many cows. He told me that I
knew nothing about farming and that I'd starve
and I had to confess that I knew nothing. Then
he held out his hands to Joyce. She said she would
try her best and that we wouldn't stay more than
a week. She could have been his young wife
lamenting their son dead. Joyce's mother was
there and she bellowed as if I'd raped her daughter.
-For God's sake, she screamed, do something
Joseph.
So he hit me several times but his hands were
so weak and old he might have been patting a
baby. The man at the feed store said I had to have
hay for them and couldn't wait until the next
spring. Laughing he said I'd kill them all in two
years and filled my car with all kinds of exotic
grain. That night, our first on the farm, we slept
in the barn it was so cold in the house and the
heat of the animals made it warmer in the barn.
After that, we kept our distance, even from the
animals.
(The pigeons are back and night has nearly re-

established the prominence 'of the land. The house
is now a dark shape on the solid black chunk of
sky. All I can make out anywhere are the trees
and the fences. Iron has eaten by the barn and
now is licking his chaps. I am not sure, but I
think there is a light just turned on in the house.)
She had been at first both afraid and offended.
She asked the second day if I were planning on
sleeping every night in the barn for she certainly
wasn't. She made her bedroom in the front of the
house and left me the second floor to live in. During that time I always found her staring into
mirrors. Then in August the days became torrid
and the pigeons would sit smugly on the necks of
cows. One day it happened that the bull had been
angry at the heat and when I went into his pen
at first he seemed patient enough but then he
snorted, scuffling the earth. I ran the wrong way
and left the gate open. He chased me all the way
down the hill and gored my leg finally down by
the brook. He ran off over hill after hill leaving
me unconscious for a minute because of the pain
in my leg. Joyce was watching from the house
balcony laughing all the time. It was a long while
before she went in and appeared at the doorway
below. As she approached the brook I saw she was
eating an apple in order to affect nonchalance.
But after a while through vanity she began washing my leg in the brook, and then she tricked me
into making love. We were so close to the brook
she got her hair wet and I remember our heads
were side to side on the ground and I saw a
solitary pigeon not two feet from our eyes we
were so still. Through the blades I saw him wash
pecking his head and feathers in the water. That
night, the bull returned on his own as proud as if
he had been to Egypt.
(As I walk back to the house the bull in his
pen scuffles the earth again and so the dog exchanges barks for snorts. As I look back I see I
have neglected to turn off the light in the barn.
Now there is a light on in the house too. As I
open the door I see that it is in the study beyond
the kitchen. The goat that always breaks through
his stall is in the kitchen and has urinated on the
floor. Joyce is trying to put some towels on the
floor and at the same time fend off the goat and
feed the baby. The light from the study brightens

only her sticky hair and breast and the child. I did
not expect them to return on this day. A chair
falls over as the goat breaks back out the door.
-Jesus, he's small, I say.
She says yes and I notice he is wrapped in a
blanket. I would never think to buy him a blanket
but there he is with one on just the same. I ask
how it is that she is back so early.)
As the slippery chunk of life tried to ooze its
way through the gaping wound the docto1' shook
his head over and over again. He whispered to me
quietly outside the room that he hadn't thought
before she would have needed to go to a hospital.
-Besides, there's generally not enough room in
the hospitals.
But then he shook his head and said he'd called
an ambulance. He didn't want to get my hopes up
and he said modern science or not if they both
lived it would be an extraordinary birth. When
the ambulance came the siren aroused the animals.
As they all drove away, I made plans for the first
time to live at the farm alone.
(We are going to sleep again Joyce having just
fed the baby and I having got some milk from
the refrigerator. She has talked thinking of names
and decided yes he would be named after me and
I am not vain but I have been convinced that in
some way although Jesus smaller than I had
counted on his name should ... But she asks me
if we should write my father and I say no my
brother can be his son now and you only need
one. She admits sleepily that at first she was
angry at me for coming here and I think, laying
my head now on her now fleshy stomach and
drawing my knees up under me so they won't
hang off the bed, that tomorrow things must be
done - all the light bulbs for instance must be
replaced on the next day I must rechannel the
brook so as to divide the land more evenly and
then on the third day I can spread compost over
the land. Joyce says one more time we should
write my father and her mother. I do not even
think so ·much now about the sheep that died just
this late afternoon and now, even heavier than
my father or ever even my ten-years dead mother
the only other woman I remember bed with Joyce
with her hand I know now I will go to sleep she
is patting my back.

A Little Girl with Goats, Peter Langlykke, page thirteen.

HERE'S that little picture, Clara?"
Shirley is fumbling around on the
small table beside the fireplace. It
was strewn with family photographs
in morocco frames and some metal
'1111!1~!'!"!'"'!'11-ones.

"Which one, Shirley dear?"
"You know ... yes, you know and you hid it on
me." She is taking the one off the table, and
walks to the window examining the little girl
with goats - two white ones. This picture is
pretty, she thinks as she carries it to the window
to look at it more clearly. The day was very gray,
and that makes the photo hard for her to see, but
she squints through her steel-rimmed glasses at
the little girl.
"This is a very nice little girl, Clara, but it
isn't the little girl I want to see. The goats are
very nice too, but they aren't just the right goats.
Will you please get the right picture for me."
Clara was cleaning the room - Shirley's room.
It wasn't her bedroom, but she did own this house,
so the living room was hers. Clara moved about
dusting the odds and ends of furniture. A large
portrait of their father hung over the mantel. He
is a handsome man, yes he was - with his nice
moustache and his wavy brown hair. Shirley remembers her father and smiles, but she really
knows that it is not the real picture she is looking
at now. But the day was very gray, and it was
raining. She can't see the little girl too well, or
the goats.
"Clara, stop looking at Daddy's picture. That's
not the one I want right now. You were looking
for it, and now you aren't."
"You are looking at the only picture in the
house with a little girl and goats . . . but if you
want to find one, why don't you take that picture
album there and go into the library and look
through it. You might find one." Clara was just a
little exasperated.
"You know there aren't any like it." Shirley
moves about her living room sampling all her
furniture. She carries the little picture in its
morocco, and keeps looking. There was a nice red
plush couch in front of the front window, and she
likes it. But she moves to the round-backed rocker
her father brought from London before she was
born. She wonders if it was his favorite, but then
decides it is too comfortable for her father, and
goes to the nice old over-stuffed chair that
matched the couch. She decides this won't do
either, and finally she sits straight in her father's
American-made straight chair and looks more at
the little photo.
"Stop roaming, and go into the library,'' Clara
mutters.
"Stop roaming? . . . Stop screaming!" Shirley
gets up and goes to the window. It was dark by
the window - the rain made the white tie-backs
look gray. She doesn't like these curtains. The
room is better with drapes - that old red plush
that matched the sofa. She doesn't know why they
aren't here. In fact, she can remember as if it
were yesterday - or is it today - when they

were here. The drapes don't let in the gray of
rain. They are pulled closed and cover the panes,
and you don't know the outside is even there. And
in the fireplace, under Daddy's portrait, the gasfed logs glowed, but with these tie-backs you
can still see the rain on the sill, and past on the
pavement.
"I can't see this little girl well," Shirley says
turning to Clara. "I don't think I've ever met her.
Would you please call her downstairs and introduce me to her so I can get a better glimpse."
Clara began to cry, and, taking the picture from
her sister, she sat on the plush sofa. She held it
toward the faint light from the window and looked
for a long time.
"Go into the library, Shirley, and don't talk
about these old pictures. This little girl is dead,
bless her."
"Oh yes, that Was long ago. Well it was a pretty
picture." Shirley can't remember - who was it
- but the little picture is nice.
There were many other photographs in her
house, in their frames, but she likes this one the
best. When she looks at all those pictures, she is
always drawn to the little girl with goats. Now
Clara has it and she doesn't want to stand alone
by the window without her picture. When was ii
taken - no, she can't remember anyone taking it
at all. Little girls are pleasant, though, and she is
sorry she no longer has them around to play with.
She is more sorry she can't remember when she
was a little girl with Daddy. But she thinks she
must have had goats - yes, once Daddy is getting
her two little white goats - but she can't remember.
Now that Clara is sitting quietly, Shirley can
hear the steady murmur of the rain beyond the
sill and she wants to go out. Through the glass
doors in the hall she sees her overcoat on a chair.
As she tiptoes past her sister, she casts a glance
toward her. Clara was sitting on the couch with a
picture, her head bent low.
Quietly, very quietly, Shirley opens the doors,
slips on the overcoat, and goes back to the big
folding glass doors_ "Say a prayer for me, dear,
dear, Clara." She laughs and slams the front door.
Clara, sitting there, heard the door slam and
ran into the hall to the door. Opening it, she
called, "Where are you going in this rain?"
"Do you want to come, sister?" Shirley taunts
from down the street_
"You'll kill yourself if you slip or catch cold ...
at your age,'' Clara responded, closing the door
after her.
"At my age,'' Shirley says. "You should talk-''
She is walking spryly down the street where she
lives not quite knowing where to go. The houses
stare blankly at her. "Shall I call on old lady
Vickers - she knows a trick or two."
She turns into the circular court which doesn't
go anywhere. Miss Vickers lived alone here, in
this house encrusted with gables and moldings.
Shirley thinks she must be out. The house was
boarded up and in a condition of progressed
dilapidation. So she walks around the court

emerging again on her own street. The house
seems to call her back, but Shirley ignores and
heads down the street with renewed interest. She
has decided to visit Ralph.
Ralph lives right down the street from her, and
they used to take walks, arm-in-arm, up and
down their street. There were lovely houses on
this street, but where do they all come from.
"Ralph's and mine and the Vicker's are the only
houses on this street ... with the old graveyard
at the bottom of the hill, and all their lovely
property." she thinks. "Ralph is trying to fool me
again."
Shirley stops to look around, and she definitely
can't find Ralph's house. She is disappointed - it
is so lovely. Ralph must not live here any longer.
So Shirley walks further down the street. The
cool rain on her hair does feel good. She is almost
at the graveyard now - where the street ends.
The graveyard makes this street pleasanter than
the rest in the town. Daddy used to say this town
was good to grow middle-aged in. Shirley knows
she is no longer middle-aged and that is, perhaps,
the reason she no longer likes it.
"Clara, you're still middle-aged, but ·I'm past
that,'' she mutters as she passes under the great
stone and iron arch which led into the graveyard.
The grass was greener because of the rain. The
stones were hidden in the shrubbery. This is my
park, Shirley thinks climbing up the hill across
from the one she has just come down. And there
is Ralph up at the top. She climbs and climbs.
The grass, dewed from the rain, embraces her
ankles and holds her back.
"I'll be there in a minute, Ralph." Shirley takes
off her shoes, and pushes against the wet grass.
They should really mow better here. The emerald
grass was thicker up toward the top of the hill
because there were less trees. But today was
gray, and Shirley likes it better this way. The sun
is nice, but the grass· is so much greener in the
rain.
"RALPH STUBBS ... BELOVED HUSBAND
OF SHIRLEY . . . 1884-1942," says the stone
marker.
"Oh, there you are, Ralph. I had the worst time
finding you," Shirley sighs. She stoops over and
puts her lace-up moccasins on the head of the
stone.
Underneath the heavy blades of grass she
reads, "THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD." Shirley
can't recall ever seeing this before. Perhaps that
is because they don't mow well enough up here.
She pushes the grass down as far as she can to
see if there is more on the stone. Seeing nothing,
she half sits on the stone and looks about. Past
the foot of the emerald slope her street rose to the
intersection where her house sat. She grasps at a
vague picture of Clara bent over a photo in a
morocco frame. There is a little girl with goats
in it, but she thinks it's really not the right one.
"Ralph, you've taken the goats," Shirley exclaims suddenly. She remembers the inscription
she'd never seen before. "There you go tricking
me again." "THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD ..."
Of course ... for a shepherd you need goats. Or
are there lambs in that picture. She'll have to ask
Clara about it.
.
Shirley grabs her shoes from the stone and
starts back down the hill. This is easier. The wet
grass slips by her ankles easily as she almost runs
toward the arch at the bottom. Clara knows about
the picture. The involved convolutions of the stone
and iron arch, fused together by time, pass
above her head. Back up the hill seems easier
because of the grass on the other. The walk was
cobbled gray, and the rain made the lucky stones

shine unnaturally. She is careful not to step on
them as she hurries home.
Half up the hill some child has drawn a hopscotch pattern on the stones. Seeing the lines,
Shirley does a little dance, careful not to take the
unlucky step. Little girls like to play at this
game. They toss their lucky stones and hop to
the end. Shirley steps on a line, but forgets what
to do. She knows it's not good.
"What do I do now," she cries looking about
for assistance, but there are no little girls to help.
She has to hurry home.
Shirley is on her porch now. She decides she
had better put her shoes on before Clara sees her.
She sits on the steps and laces them up. Down the
hill she can see the graveyard slope back up to
the peak of the other hill. The rain has stopped,
and the clouds are lifting. The sun sparkles,
timidly, on the freshly dewed grass. The whole
graveyard glistens. Turning into the house, Shirley pauses and looks back to the top. "Oh yes,
Ralph, you tricked me."
"Clara, I know where those goats are. I just
found them," Shirley says as she approaches her
sister who is still sitting where she left her.
"I really did."
Clara has put the picture back on the little
round table, but' is sitting again on the red plush
couch. "I thought for a moment I really saw
them . . . " Clara muses half to herself. But becoming aware of the actual presence of her sister,
as if she weren't there at first, she says, "Shirley
dear, you're soaking. Come,. give me those wet
things and bundle yourself up to bed."
"Will you come up and help?" Shirley tl'ies.
"Of course, dear."
"Then I think I will. I'm very tired." Shirley
walks through the opened glass doors from the
hall. She wonders why Clara has left them openshe never does that. "Come along, Clara."
"Just a moment, I must dust this chair."
Shirley watches her sister caress the straightback chair. "You are fond of it now, aren't you
Clara. I wouldn't suffer from so much care."
"Just a moment, I'm coming." Clara glanced
quickly at the old portrait of their father as she
turned to go and help her sister up to bed.
"He was a handsome man, wasn't he, Clara,"
Shirley says.
"Oh yes, he is.'' Clara takes Shirley's arm and
they walk through the glass doors into the hall.
They went upstairs to Shirley's bedroom. The
midafternoon sun shone mutely on the drawn
red plush drapes which were pulled tight across
the windows. On the bureau was a picture of
Ralph in a metal frame. The potential gloominess
of her house was amplified here in this room in its
Victorian elegance. The lustre of the dark mahogany was preserved and mellowed seeming
grotesquely almost virgin. Clara hadn't liked this
room, but she kept it in order for her sister.
Clara pulled back the covers for his sister and
helped her into bed. She lay quietly for a while
with Clara sitting on the edge of her bed. She was
tired, but could not sleep. She seemed to feel the
restlessness of the afternoon sun on the drapes.
"Please open the drapes so I can see down the
hill, Clara."
Clara went over to the windows and propped
the drapes back on the window frames. Down the
street children were playing hop-scotch.
"If you go for a walk tomorrow afternoon,
Clara, be careful and don't step on those hopscotch lines - it's unlucky."
"Yes, Shirley dear," Clara said, still looking
down the street. The sun reflected in the water
left by the rain.

Massa Charles) John E. Lamphear, jr.: page fifteen.
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HE white-washed compound was
alive with the glistening mid-afternoon sunlight. Two fat lizards had
emerged boldly from the tangled,
green hedges over by the side wall,
pressed their bellys close to the warm cement,
twitching their tails, waiting for mosquitoes and
flies.
A flock of birds, splendid in gold, and red, and
white, chattered nervously in the tops of the
plantine trees peering over the compound wall.
The birds bobbed and fluttered from leaf to leaf,
seeming to give the trees a strange rythmical,
swaying animation of their own.
At the far end of the compound, a black woman
squatted before the doorway of the servants'
quarters, suckling a child at one of her naked
breasts. With her free hand, she kneaded the unhusked rice in the basin in front of her. As she
worked she hummed softly, and smiled at the
child, and made low clicking sounds with her
teeth.
The white man stepped out onto the back porch
of the main-house. He mopped at his brow with a
yellow handkerchief, and squinted painfully out
into the brilliant glare of the compound. He
frowned over at the chattering birds foraging on
his plantine trees for stray bits of frllit. He
stooped, picking up a broken piece of pottery and
flung it at them. "Go on!"
He squinted across the compound, knowing
instinctively that the black woman would be there,
squatting, suckling the child. The man gazed at
her a moment, catching the bright flash of her
smile as she leaned to nuzzel the baby which
seemed at a distance only a strange extenuation
of her breast. He stepped off the porch, and
walked slowly across the compound toward the
woman.
She began to bob her head methodically as he
approached. Her dark body glistened with sweat.
The child pulled away from her sagging breast,
and gaped up at the man, smiling toothlessly.
It was drooling.
"Ma haa, Massa Charles," she said, grinning.
"Ah Yaay, Ajoua." He looked down at the child.
He wondered if his own son would have looked
like that; not the color of course, but the drooling
and the toothless grin ... And Marcia. Would she
have suckled their child so that her breasts sagged
like ...
"Where is your man, Ajoua? Where is Quasi?"
"Since this morning, Massa Charles, gone into
market. He will soon return Yes, yes, soon return." She nodded her head more vigorously, and
grinned.

"Well I hope he's back soon! We've got a load
of hybreds to cart up to the West bush station
this afternoon - and he knows it, too ... "
He stopped himself. The woman didn't know
anything about the hybreds, or the bush station,
or anything else, for that matter - except suckling children, and humming to them, and clicking
her teeth softly.
He bent down next to the child, poking it gently
on the belly and making a face. The child giggled,
and then buried its head shyly into its mother's
sagging, glistening breast. Two fat lizards, annoyed by the human sounds, waddled off into the
bushes, cutting sharply behind the whiteman's
boot. He glanced down at them. One of the reptiles
had somehow lost the tip of its tail; it ended
abruptly in a scaley, purple knob. ·
' The man stood up abruptly. "You have Quasi
come up to the main-house as soon as he comes
back, yes? Just as soon as he comes back." He
marched back toward the house, turning just once
to glance at the woman with her grinning, toothless baby. As he opened the back door, he realized that the birds had returned to the plantine
trees.
It was cooler, or rather less stifling, in the
house. Bamboo blinds fell down over the window
of the living room, shielding out the brilliant rays
of sunlight. A fan creaked and groaned as it
turned laboriously, seeming to have the worst of
its fight with the thick, heavy air.
Charles Wiston walked to the barred liquor
cabinet. He explored the inside of his pocket,
finally closing his hand on his rin·g of keys, and
carefully unlocked the door. "Damn Limey gin,"
he muttered, withdrawing the half-empty bottle
from the cabinet. Back home, back to the States,
he used to drink only Bourbon, the finest, amber
Kentucky sour-mash. He poured an inch of gin
into a glass, swirling it about, so that the sides
of the glass glistened, wet.
"The last time I had a good shot of Bourbon ...
when? The Martels. Oh, Goddamn! The Martels."
Helen and Ted Martel. Americans; fellow countrymen; A.I.D. people like himself, stationed down on
the coast, in the city, in Accra. And here he was,
stuck off in the middle of the bush, in a lousy
little market village, 300 miles from ... But this
is what he had chosen. Hell yes. It is what he himself had chosen. It was certainly better than being
stationed in Accra, or Kumasi, or ... Minneapolis.
But still, he missed his Bourbon .. .
A gentle tapping at the back door. He gulped
down the gin. "Yes, yes. Brra!" Aiecy, the young
girl who did his cooking entered, shyly, curtsying

to him. "Ma haa, Massa Charles." She smiled. She
was a pretty little girl, or at least she had been.
Her father, seeing that some day his daughter
would be beautiful, had tried to enhance her beauty with a hot knife, lacing her features with a
pattern of slashes in the Ashanti tradition. She
would bring him a good price soon, and prestige,
too, perhaps, if a young wing chief should take
her for wife.
Charles smiled at her, almost awkwardly. He
regretted the awkwardness even the smile. He
poured himself some more gin. Her young body
was beginning to swell and bud under the loose
folds of her robe. Once he had stood in the doorway of the kitchen, and watched her, enthralled,
as she worked, half naked over a hot cooking fire.
And afterwards he had been ashamed and uncomfortable.
"K'auu, Aiecy. Go. Why do you stand there?
You know where the kitchen is ... I have chop
promptly at six tonight. Promptly at six."
She curtsied; had it been possible, she would
have blushed.
Quasi had returned before long, and soon the
two of them were bouncing and jolting their way
up a rough bush trail, carting the hybreds in to
the West bush station. They were forced to halt
for a few minutes to let a party of Hausa cattle
drovers pass across the trail with their skinny,
fly infested herd. Charles gunned the motor impatiently as the beasts lumbered by. He glared at
the half-dozen stoney-faced Moslems swarthed in
their greasy white robes, as they trotted by behind
their cattle, striking at the flanks of stragglers
with willowy sticks and the shafts of their iron
lion spears. A little boy with a red fez brought
up the rear. He smiled and waved his free arm
as he passed.
"Allah Newlay, Brunie. Godspeed, whiteman!"
Charles slipped the Landrover into gear, cutting sharply behind the disappearing herd. Almost
immediately, he was forced to step on the brake
in order to pass the brook which slid across the
trail. The landrover stalled. He turned the key,
and the engine whirred, rebellious. "Stalled," he
muttered.
He glanced back quickly into the rear-view
mirror, back to the place where the Hausas had
driven their cattle across the trail. They were
gone, consumed by the thick tangles of vines,
and leaves, and trunks of trees. His gaze dropped
down from the mirror, and shot out through the
windshield and up the trail. Deserted.
The bush formed dark, ragged walls on each
side of the trail, and great leafy branches entwined themselves overhead, like the cupped
green hand of a giant, ready to smash down and
crush anything that dared to pass on up the trail.
The whole tangled complex seemed to be held
together by the blind, twisting vines and the cries
of wild things.
Desperately, Charles brought his eyes back into
the cab of the La'ndrover, seeking a sanctuary.
The wiper knob, the orange and green map taped
to the dash-board, his own foot quivering on the
throttle pede!; all these things blurred before his
darting glances. And then they had come to rest
on Quasi, the dark man sitting beside him.
Charles was afraid the African had seen the
look; but, no. The man had not seen. He was
resting heavily on one hand, picking at his teeth
with a piece of juba and peering intently out the
side window into the bush.
Quasi remembered how, when he was a boy, his
brothers and he had run along this same trail,
with slings, and shot at the great white birds

which sat in the treetops. He remembered how
they used to pick the large banta leaves and put
them over their heads when the sudden afternoon clouds erupted rain. And how they would
run along listening to the sharp rain pattering
on the green roofs, the mud feeling soft and cool
between their toes. And he remembered the thrilling fear of coming upon a JuJu tree with its grey
trunk rising up so high into the sky that the most
powerful hunter could not (and indeed would
dare not) send an arrow into its lower-most
branches. For the JuJu trees had been the homes
of the black spirits of his youth, the homes of the
cruel and powerful rulers of the forests; and,
when he was a boy, Quasi had felt only vividly
the intimacy of magic and spirits and evil somewhere up there, beyond, in the dark branches.
And excitement had raced up his spine...
But then the Brunie had come, his Massa
Charles; and he had laughed at the JuJu trees,
and had actually made Quasi approach the trunk
of one, and touch it, and look up into its branches
where only monkeys sat. And Quasi no longer
felt the fear - or the excitement...
The motor coughed, rallied, and roared to life.
Quasi and Charles exchanged smiles. "A'yay 'ko,
now is start again, Massa Charles. We is go now."
"Yes, Quasi," said Charles, permitting himself
a laugh, "We is go now!"
The Landrover jumped and bounded along, and
the ragged green walls became fleeting, passing
blurs; unreal and remote. Charles tried to teach
Quasi a song about "Take me out to the BallGame", but the black man interrupted so often
("What is Quacker-Jack, Massa Charles?"), that
he finally gave up, humming the tune softly to
himself, and paying closer attention to the potholes, rocks, and fallen branches which littered
the trail.
They came around a sharp corner; a herd of
goats, bleating and rolling their eyes, retreated
hurriedly into the tall grass beside the trail the vanguard of the bush station. A few yards
further, a bantam rooster, garish in blue and
orange, and several drab hens scurried out of
the way.
They started up a gradual hill, past a group of
young girls returning from the watering place
with tall brown jugs balanced casually atop their
heads. The girls pressed fearfully to the edge of
the trail as the vehicle approached, sloshing water
down over their faces and chests. The smallest
girl lost her balance, and her jug went toppling
back off her head onto the ground. Her older
sisters began to scream and scold. Charles smiled,
faintly.
As they climbed the hill, the thached roofs of
a dozen small mud houses came into view. A white
sign, streaked yellow now from rusted nails
proclaimed: "A.I.D. District 7-k. West Station.
Agricultural Experimentation." A small United
States flag and a black and a white hand, joined
in a handclasp were painted down in a lower
corner.
A crowd of very young children, all entirely
naked except one little boy with the facial markings of a son of a wing-chief and a ragged yellow
cloak thrown about his shoulders, had gathered
near the sign, and were jumping and clapping
with excitement. "Brunie, Brunie, Quasi Brunie!"
The whiteman had come! The whiteman who
brought trees and shrubs to plant out behind the
village. The whiteman who brought sacks of rice
and fish for their fathers. The whiteman who
sometimes brought to the children, themselves,
toffies and bright silver chains to hang about their
necks!
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As Charles stepped out of the cab, stretching,
and pressing his thumbs tightly into his back at
kidney level, the children crowded about him,
jabbering and pulling at his shirt-sleeves. Charles
remembered with annoyance that he had left a
bag of candies on the table in his bedroom. He
pulled his shoulders up into an exaggerated
shrug, extending his hands, palms up, empty. The
children continued to jump and chatter. Only the
little boy with the yellow cloak held back, erect,
proud. Charles noticed the wide, wet scrap of
cloth tied loosely around the boy's leg, just
below the knee. The boy limped painfully as he
edged closer to the other children.
Charles extended his arm. "Br'ra haa. Come
here, boy. Come."
The boy hesitated, casting his eyes down at the
ground. But then he was hobbling on toward the
whiteman, head up, biting the lining of his
mouth so that the pain would not show.
Charles squatted down before the boy, smiling
at him , making a casual joke. Gently, he reached
out his hands and removed the crude bandage. The
black skin beneath the bandage curled back from
the moisture and the harsh redness of a scald
which twisted its way five inches down the boy's
shin. The skin near the bottom of the scald was
dead, white and cracking. A tender swelling
curled up the boy's leg, around past the kneecap.
A thick bluish salve made from barks and roots,
was dabbed here and there over the wound; pungent, attracting flies.
Charles looked away quickly, at Quasi. "Bring
medicine kit, Quasi, from the lorry. . ." The
black man glanced at the Landrover, hesitating.
Abruptly, one of the women who had hurried
up to join the crowd of children began shaking
her head violently, speaking rapidly in the vernacular: "No, no, Ma~>sa Charles. The boy must learn
his lesson. Leave him alone, please. He is the son
of Akoto-Kufuor; someday he, too, may be a chief.
He must learn that his place is not at the cooking
fires with women and girls. He must learn. The
hot kettle has been his teacher. . ."
Charles rose, gaping at the woman. She was one
of the wives of Akoto-Kufuor, the mother of the
scalded boy. He glanced back down at the little
boy, and for just a brief moment, Charles thought
he saw the look of a five year old, bewildered and
in pain. But then, almost immediately, the dark
little eyes flickered only with pride, and a wisdom
uncommon to most grown men.
Charles stooped, picking up the wet bandage;
slowly, carefully he retied it about the boy's leg.
A young man at the edge of the crowd beckoned
to Charles, turning quickly to stride toward the
largest of the mud houses. Charles followed in
silence, obediently.
Bits of broken pottery were set into wierd
designs about the doorway of the house; warnings
to the spirits of evil that this was the home of a
chief, the powerful Akoto-Kufuor, who had led
his warriors against the Gan and the Ewe, and
once, long ago, against even the white soldiers
who had come with rifles and bagpipes.
He was an old man now, Akoto-Kufuor; his
eye-sight was growing steadily worse, and a hard
knot had formed on his belly just above his liver.
Probably a cancer, Charles had decided.
But Charles held a genuine affection for the old
man, a love born out of a deep respect and admiration. The old chief still went into the bush
with the hunters, and only the month before had
shot a zebra down the cane brakes over on the
other side of the river. He had had the courage

to send one of his sons to the mission school, and
even now the Sisters were trying to arrange for
the boy's passage to England where AkotoKufuor's old enemies would train the lad to be an
engineer. And the old man still had his virility.
As Charles approached the doorway, he noticed
Akosua, Akoto-Kufuor's newest wife, a girl of
hardly fifteen. Her belly swelled and bulged, and
she lowered her eyes modestly to the ground
when she saw that the whiteman was looking at
her.
For a brief moment, the image of Marcia
crossed Charles' mind; standing as she had done
so often in the doorway of their own home back
in the States, her belly swelling and bulging with
the struggling, unborn child which was to kill
both her and itself in a frantic bid for 'life that
night on an operating table somewhere in Minneapolis General Hospital.
Inside the doorway, the smoke and the darkness
made Charles blink his eyes, driving the image
from his mind. In a corner Charles saw the old
man seated on a high platform, brushing away
flies with his chief's wand, drawing back his thick
lips to show the familiar yellow smile. Standing
beside him, holding a carved wooden staff, was
another old man, a tribal Elder, who began to
chant formal intoductions in a high-pitched nasal
twang. Charles shifted his weight wearily, driving his hands deeper down into his pockets.
At last the Elder finished his biographical
chants, Charles stepped forward, bowing slightly
to both old men. He began, wearily but precisely:
"Greetings to you, wise Akoto-Kufuor, wing-chief
of Toasi, Ashanti. I am come to bring food for
your people and plants for your gardens. May
long life be yours ..."
Akoto-Kufuor nodded his head and grinned.
Charles sat, cross-legged, on a thatched mat. The
old man grinned uncontrollably and clapped his
hands with excitement and pleasure.
The Elder made a silent exit, and the old chief
began to tell Charles of the happenings since his
last visit. Baboons had climbed the palicade during the night and had stolen some Cassava yams.
A young hunter had killed a fat buck just that
week. A male child had been born to one of the
village families. A party of Hausa cattle herders
had passed through with reports of having seen
a lion, a stray fr<Jm the north, who had come
down to forage and die in the bush, driven from
his native grasslands by a younger rival or the
death of his mate.
The Elder shuffied back into the room holding
a dripping bottle of beer in both hands. AkotoKufuor had been hoarding it down at the well for
just such an occasion. The old Elder offered the
bottle first to the chief, who took a hearty swallow
and motioned it on to his guest. The old black
hand reached out toward Charles with the cool
bottle. The blackness ended abruptly in the shock
of whiteness of the fingernails, turning once again
to black at the tips of the nails where grit and
soot had lodged itself firmly.
Charles took the bottle, tipping it back to his
lips. The taste of the thick wad of black tobacco
which the old chief kept packed under his lower
lip was still on the rim of the bottle. But the beer
was cold.
It was growing late, and Charles soon had to
excuse himself to go join Quasi and some of the
villagers in the planting of the hybreds. He
walked quickly along the little path which led
down behind the village to the garden area, reclaimed from the bush. He found the men already
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at work. Quasi was screaming directions and had
already managed to place three of the plants incorrectly,
Charles picked up a spade, and patiently directed one of the village boys to re-dig the misplaced plants, and set them correctly.
With an easy rythm, Charles began to scoop out
the rich, black earth. The spade was a new one,
and sharp, and Charles' sinewy muscles responded eagerly to the strain. Sweat began to
soak through his shirt and drip off the tip of his
nose, but still the black earth flew, and Charles
became lost in the rythm of the digging. Thrust,
pull, throw. Hell, if he'd had his way, he'd have
stayed right on the family farm in South Dakota.
Thrust, pull, throw. But no, his father wouldn't
allow that. " 'Tain't fittin' a boy of your ability
to be a dirt farmer like his Pa. There's better
things for you, boy, better things." Thrust, pull,
throw. So it was off to college, and Charles (he
had been Chuck then) had studied agriculture,
even though his Pa had wanted him to be a
lawyer. Thrust, pull, throw. And one thing had
led to another, and Charles had found himself
teaching others to be farmers as a THRUST
professor at the University PULL of Minnesota
THROW.
Tenderly, Charles lifted one of the plants and
set it carefully into the hole. These were his hybreds. He had developed them himself during
those first lonely months do;wn at the main-house.
Already A.I.D. folks were referring to the plants
as "Wistons", hell, maybe in the States by this
time ...
Charles repacked the earth around the plant;
gently, he brushed some dirt off a lower leaf with
delicate flicks of his index finger.
Charles and Quasi were late getting back to the
main-house; already the sun had virtually disappeared. As they came around the bend out by
the main-house gate, Charles saw a small group
of people gathered by the side of the road near
the entrance to the compound. Charles pulled the
Landrover up close to the group, and slowly stepped out into their midst. He found a number of
his boys gathered about a young woman who was
propped up weakly against a tree. She pressed a
child, an infant baby wrapped in shredded grey
blanket, close to her chest. Charles noticed that
her feet were bound in bloody rags, and at first
he thought she was a leper, one of the frequent
beggars who stopped at his gate for food ·and
money. But he saw that her toes were all intact
and that it was gashes and cuts, rather than sores
which made her feet bleed. Around her head was

the turbin and veil of a Muslim; evidently she
was the wife of one of the Rausa cattle drovers
who had become separated from the group and
had lost her way.
Her eyes darted here and there like a terrified
animal, but when she saw the whiteman emerge
from the Landrover, she began to smile weakly,
and jounce the baby.
"Massa, Massa," she said, "God is good. I have
come so far, looking for you. And now. . . Oh,
God is good."
Charles squatted down beside her, and patted
her hand.
"My man, Massa, my man was killed ..." She
started to sob.
Charles stood up, glancing about him quickly at
the others.
Finally, the woman was able to go on. "A lion,
Massa, in the bush. A lion. He killed my man...
The others; had to go on. We could not keep up.
There was no food for us. Nothing. I have no
man; the child no father. We have no one."
Charles looked back down at the woman, shaking his head slightly.
"Massa, you will take the child ... you will take
my baby? Massa, he will die ..."
Abruptly, she lifted the blanket, exposing the
child, showing him that it was a boy; showing
him the bloated, starving little belly.
Charles drew back. "I, I can't. I just can't.
There is no place for a child here. . . I am not
qualified, not . . . authorized ..."
Wildly, Charles looked at Quasi. The black man
shook his head slowly. "She is a Rausa, Massa
Charles; no, no, Ashanti home is not the place
for a Rausa male child ... There is sometimes not
enough chop for Ajoua and my own son. . . no,
Massa Charles."
Charles turned back toward the woman, thinking he would offer her some food, money. But
already she had got up, and was wearily plodding
back up the road. He started to call after her, he
raised his arm. But the arm fell limp at his side.
He turned back toward the parked Landrover,
as he opened the door, he turned to one of his
boys who had been standing with the woman
before his arrival.
"The lion, Kojo, what of the lion... ?
"The Hausas killed him, Massa Charles. He
was a stray, ready to die. He put up little light.
The lion is dead ... "
Slowly, · Charles drove the Landrover into the
compound, where, QVer by the servants' quarters,
Ajoua was suckling her baby.

Origins) Maria Sassi: page nineteen.

We meet on moving water
Balancing above the
green-lit swells faces, air born,
watching each other
We droplets hurried
by the wind
to the meeting place.
Seas call
then swirl a cover
Seas call again
foaming the green,
covering.
As in the
beginning dark
the green fleck floatingeven the earth is water thenand green, now covering.
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Bowling Green) Maria Sassi: page twenty-one.

They stood in nodding
monosylables of age,
watching their game mates
make their turn,
their try
at plane-ing bowls
over greensward green.
They wore boy's caps on white,
(under a short sun) ,
and when they moved,
it was deliberately
(like ghosts).
One, making a right throw,
raised arms, clamping hands
flinging off years
with a victory gesture.
He looked around,
but the others
made no voice to him (nodding their way
into their waiting places); ·
I wanted to call out
from my mothering trees,
(to tell him I had seen)
but the call was a rabbit
frozen by hound eyes;
and there were children
waiting.
I pathed a run away
from the gaming green
back to my brim of day;
and turning once,
I saw him watching me;
so I made the victory gesture
(more for myself)
and he made it back not smiling -

The Sugar bowl, Maria Sassi, page twenty-three.

The house, waiting,
in morning Wednesday rain
endures the rain-roof
tapping of the blind cane.
They have gone,
leaving the table flat,
once steaming testimony;
now, watchful cups
and dishes stare
the emptied ark
of the sugar bowl.
Unlike the raiding rain
in the youth of week;
this is the middle day,
when rain is tolerable.
Time to renourish the dish,
to brim the cup; attend
the sweetening chamber ...
What of the end of week,
if it should rain;
and the tapping
on the roof
beat a lone rant
to dark rooms
where the bowl
makes hollow symmetry ...
If it be
a pattern in Jnist
this final fall;
an ease for the tired house
keeping well lit corners;
(where bowl is whitely tended) Still would the mist
on the roof
tap down as rain falling the sound falling the inevitable.

The Smell of Roses, Russell M. Griffin: page twenty-five.
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HE sun was bright-almost blinding-and high in the sky. I stepped
from the cool shadows of the front
porch into the brightness and went
to her garden.
It consisted mainly of rose-bushes planted along
the front of the house. She had begun planting
them just after she had married my father, and
she had kept adding to the thorny row each
spring. She had said that the house was so drab
without any bushes or trees-just a square box
set in a yard of halfdead grass. She said that the
roses-bushes would remind her of home. She
wasn't town-folks; she was a Walker, and had
grown up with her brother Seth on the old Walker
place about fifteen miles outside Gordon's Notch.
My grandfather was still alive and liv.ing in the
house with my father when she came as a brand
new wife and began adding her feminine touches
to the place. Grandfather said he wouldn't have
the front yard cluttered up with flowers and such
truck and that plant roots eat away a foundation,
but she just smiled with that way of hers, and
grandfather had to put up with it for ten years,
making daily trips to the cellar to tap the foundation walls .with his cane and reporting that the
house was going to collapse within a matter of
days: until he finally gave up on her, and died
quietly.
The sides of the house were brilliant with the
red pouting flowers. I stood there a moment until
my eyes had become used to the brightnes, and
the red blurs had resolved themselves into flowers.
Then I bent down and began to cut some of the
stalks with my pen-knife, not even notising how
the thorns cut into my hand as I held each stalk
to cut it. I cut an even dozen and bunched them
together to form a spray, and went back inside.
It seemed pitch-black in the hallway after the
brilliance of the sunlight, but I fumbled my way
to the doorway of the sitting room and went in.
The coffin rested on two parlour chairs. It was
an expensive one: mahogany with brass handles.
The top half of the lid could be opened and the
bottom half closed so that only the head and
shoulders of the body could be seen. Father had
had Mr. Wyeth get it from Concord. "It's the last
thing we can do for her," he had said.
Mr. Wyeth the undertaker had removed his
black coat and was kneeling in front of the chairs,
trying to arrange some flowers. He was a fat
little man, and his head and body formed two perfect, contingent circles perched precariously atop
two stubby little legs. He was trying to fix the
flowers so that they would cover up the legs of
the chairs, and the coffin would seem to be float-

ing on a cushion of flowers, as he had told me,
but the flowers kept falling down or drooping, and
I could hear him swearing softly and solemnly
under his breath. I walked up beside him in front
of the coffin, and laid the spray of roses on the
closed lower half. I didn't look at her once as I
did it.
"What's them?" Mr. Wyeth asked, looking up
at me.
"Roses. She loved roses."
"Umph," he said, getting up stiffly to look at
them. "They looks a little ragged put together
like that. You want me to arrange them a mite?"
"No," I said. "They're all right the way I did
them." I turned away and walked to the other
side of the room and sat down in a straight chair
beside the door to the hallway.
"Well, have it your way," he said, .shrugging
his round little shoulders. With some difficulty he
got back down onto his knees and began to fiddle
with the flowers again.
There was a board underneath her to prop her
up, so that even sitting down I could see her head
and shoulders above the side of the coffin, as
though she were trying to sit up. I kept looking
at her face, expecting to see her blink her eyes
or breathe. I couldn't understand why she should
lie there so completely still, why she shouldn't do
anything. She looked the same as always; there
seemed to be nothing to prevent her from moving.
And then I realised what death is: it is not moving; it is complete, utter motionlessness.
I heard my father's footsteps in the hall. He
came into the room, stopping a moment to look
before he came forward.
"You done a good job, Bill," he said to Mr.
Wyeth.
"Well, it weren't easy," Mr. Wyeth said, studying my father closely as though he were trying to
decide just what and how much he could say. "She
was awful sick for tw.o years. Pretty wasted
away, she was. And pale. Awful pale. No sir. It
weren't easy. Now sometimes you get one that
looks as good as life itself. Now that ain't no
problem. But when-"
"Well, Bill, I can see you done a careful job.
She looks al-" His voice semed to falter a bit.
"Almost alive," Mr. Wyeth finished the sentence
for him.
She was alive. She had to be. The flesh was
still intact. She wasn't decayed. Her face was thin
and haggard, but it seemed as though she had
always been that way. Why didn't she breathe?
What was wrong that she didn't move? I kept
praying that she would breathe or move or do
anything.
"You put the roses there, Bill?"

"Nope. Wes did. I said I'd fix 'em up a bit for
him but he wouldn't have it."
My father turned toward me. "They from the
garden, Wes ?"
"Yes," I said.
"It's too bad about that garden. I got to like it.
Isn't anybody to tend it 'now, except maybe your
sister."
"She don't need to, Pa, I'll tend it."
"Pshaw. You got enough to do. Gardening ain't
for a man."
"She loved the garden so," I said.
"Women tend gardens," my father said.
I traced the beginningless circles on the scatter
rug at my feet. I wondered what it would be like
at the funeral. I wondered if it would be like Aunt
Susan's funeral. Everybody was solemn and they
watched the coffin go down and down and my
mother cried.
"I want you to make sure the coffin ain't
jiggled none when it goes down, Bill," my father
said. "It ain't fitting that it should jiggle. It ain't
respectful to the dead. I remember that Caroline's
jiggled when it went down. I won't have none of
that."
"There ain't no cause for worry, Abe," Mr.
Wyeth said. "We got four strong men to lower it
down. You can rest easy on that point."
"That's good." He went to the window and
looked out. "No chance of rain on the funeral, is
there?"
"Don't rightly know. Almanac says no, but it's
wrong sometimes."
I got up and left the room, because I knew that
they would be talking more and I didn't want to
be there with her when they were talking like
that. I went out into the kitchen. My sister was
sitting at the kitchen table in one of Mother's
aprons. There were patches of wetness on the
apron and the room smelled of soap and I knew
that she had just done the dishes.
"Why're you wearing that apron?" I asked.
"It was handy."
"Don't you have some of your own?"
"This is bigger. It keeps me drier."
It was funny seeing her sitting there after
doing the housework. She had done it for the last
six months-all of it-but she was just fifteen,
and now it was all her responsibility, because
Mother wasn't upstairs in her room to tell her
what to do.
"Mr. Wyeth still in there, Wes ?"
"Yes. He's in there talking to Pa. Beside the
coffin."
"Has he ...finished?"
"He's arranging flowers. I put a spray of roses
on her coffin and he said they looked ragged. He
wanted to rearrange them. I told him no. I said
they were mine." I paused. "She loved roses; you
know. Now the sitting room smells like roses."
"It's her perfume. Mr. Wyeth put some of it
on her."
"It's the roses," I said. "She loved roses."
Elizabeth was quiet for a moment. "She loved
everything. That was her way."
"Yes. But roses most of all. That's why I put
the roses there, and it's not for old Wyeth to
say-" I stopped talking because she was looking
at me in a strange sort of way. She was my
younger sister, but she looked as though she
owned the house, as though she could give people
al!y kind of look she wanted because she washed
the dishes. I walked over to the sink and looked
out the back window.

"Do you think that Pa will want anything to
eat?" she asked.
"Sure. He'll probably eat like a horse. He don't
seem all that upset by what's happened."
"Wes! You got no call to say a thing like that.
I saw him this morning, by her bed, before they
. .. before Mr. Wyeth ... and he was just sitting
there looking at her, looking like I've never seen
him before." ·
"And scratching, probably, and waiting for
Wyeth to bring the coffin he'd ordered even before
she died. Even before she died!"
"He knew she was going to die, and she knew it,
that's all. He was just being sensible and looking
ahead." I could feel her looking at my back as I
stood at the window. Then I heard her get up and
go into the pantry, and I heard the clank of jars
as she took them off the shelf and looked at them.
"There ain't too much. Vegetables ain't up yet,
and there's no meat in the larder."
"It's nice you're worried about things like that.
It's nice you got time to think about whether the
vegetables are up. It's like Pa. Do you know what
Pa is worried about? He's worried about whether
it'll rain tomorrow! Ain't that nice? Well, what
do you think, Elizabeth? Do you think it'll rain
tomorrow?"
She came to the door of the pantry with a
frightened look on her face. "Shush! He'll hear
you."
"What do I cate ?" I said, talking louder and
faster. "Maybe he'll get mad and send me away.
Maybe he'll punish me by not letting me work all
my life in his dirty hardware store! Selling hardware to farmers day in and day out so they can
break their backs!"
"Stop it, Wes. And don't start of farm-folks.
Ma was farm-folks."
"What do I care if he hears me ? What do. I
care?"
"Nobody's making you stay. But at least you
could be kind to him this one day."
"He's making me stay. Mother wouldn't have.
She'd have said-" I pushed myself away from
the sink wildly and ran to the door. In a moment
I was outside in the sunlight. I ran around to the
front of the house. Mr. Wyeth's buggy was still
there, the horses drooping lazily in the warm sun.
I stood looking at the flowerless stems where I
had cut the roses.
wes, she said. what are you doing here.?
she was on her knees, digging weeds out of the
garden with a table spoon.
we had a fight, rna.
what was it about, wes?
nothing.
was it about the store?
yes.
you told him what?
oh, nothing, ma.
she stood up and brushed the dirt from her
dress, looking at me all the time.
wes, she said, why do you hurt your father so?
i know you hate the store, and he knows it too.
so why don't you just let things ride? why do you
take every opportunity to hurt him?
i don't, rna.
you do, wes. your father's not an easy man.
i know that. but you musn't hurt him the way
you do. his whole life is in the store. can't you
just pretend you like it, too, just to please him ?
rna, i ain't fit for the store.
what are you fit for, wes?
i ... i don't know ma. but it ain't-
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wes, you can't fight against something unless
you got something to fight for. you can't go
against your father and his store unless you have
something you want instead. jake ... your uncle
jake, i mean . . . he did what you're doing. he
didn't have anything to fight for, and it killed him.
rna ...
be patient, wes.
i stood quietly, avoiding her eyes.
wes! wes! it was my father's voice coming up
the street from the store.
it's your father, wes, my mother said. he's looking for you. now go and apologise.
she kissed me lightly.
"Wes! Wes!" said my father's voice from the
house. "Your sister has fixed some supper. Come
on inside." I suddenly realized that it was late
afternoon. I turned and went into the house,
through the hall, and into the kitchen.
Elizabeth was putting eggs on the plates and
Father was sitting tra.cing the grain of the wood
in the table. "Sit down, Wes," he said. He looked
tired. I supposed that he had been sitting by the
coffin all afternoon. I sat down.
"Those roses you put in there look real pretty,
Wes. It was thoughtful of you." He kept on tracing the wood grain. "Elizabeth says that she's
going to keep the garden up. It's a real nice
garden. It would be shameful to let it go. So she's
going to . . . ·• He stopped talking and looked at
his plate. "I don't think I'm hungry, after all,"
he said in a strangely husky voice.
"Ain't they all right, Pa ?" Elizablrth asked.
"Yes, yes, child. It's just I ain't hungry, is all."
He got up and walked from the room.
Elizabeth and I sat .quietly at the table, not
talking. "He was almost crying, Wes. He's been
acting real strange all afternoon." She stopped
talking and saw that the eggs were getting cold.
"Don't you want any eggs, Wes ?"
"No."
She took a bite of hers. "They're all right, Wes.
There ain't nothing wrong with them."
"I ain't hungry."
"But there ain't anything wrong with them."
I pushed my chair back and stood up, and
walked from the room. As I walked through the
hall, I heard loud noises coming from Mother's
and Father's room upstairs. I started up the
stairs.
Their door was closed. I opened it. The room
was in shambles. The dresser drawers were open,
and clothes were all over the room. In the centre
of the floor were two or three boxes, and Father
was throwing everything into them. They were
her things he was throwing into the boxes.
"What are you doing?" I said.
"Her things. I'm getting rid of all her things.
All of them!" He ran to the closet and began to
tear the rest of her dresses out and fling them
towards the boxes, hangers and all.
"What are you going to do with them?"
"Throw them away! Burn them! Anything!
Just so I get rid of them!" He began to talk
louder.
"What?" I yelled. "With her downstairs?
You're going to burn everything that's left of her
here? Throw it all away like that?"
He cleared the closet of shoes and then went to
the dresser for the little things, ribbons and
handkerchiefs.
"Don't you care about her?" I screamed.
He spun around and looked at me wildly, his
face contorted. Then he turned back and went on
grabbing her things out of the drawer and tossing
them on the dresser or toward the boxes. I ran

forward and grabbed at his hand. He was holding
a bottle. I took it from him. "You can't!" I
screamed. "You can't burn all that's left of her!"
"Oh God!" he yelled - half a scream and half
a sob. "What's left of her is downstairs in the
parlour!" He grabbed my hand and the bottle fell
and smashed on the floor. It was perfume, and
suddenly we were drowned in the heavy smell.
He ran to a window and opened it. I smelled the
fresh air coming in on me through the perfume.
"Get out!" he screamed. "Get out, Wes!"
I turned and ran blindly down the stairs. My
sister was in the hall to see what the shouting
was about. I ran past her and out the front door
with the perfume still in my nostrils.
as i came close to her i smelled her perfume.
she was hanging up washing, but she had put on
the perfume for the party.
i wanted to see you earlier, rna, but pa said he
couldn't spare me. here. this is for you.
i handed her the slip of paper.
what is it, wes? she asked.
it's a poem rna. for your birthday.
oh, she said in a pleased voice. she opened it to
read it.
i'm sorry i couldn't buy you anything. i couldn't
-well ...
it's all right, wes. i understand.
katie, said my father's voice from outside.
katie, where are you?
out here, abe. i just finished hanging up the
wash.
well come on in, then, katie. i got something for
you.
thank you for the poem, wes, she said, folding it
up without reading it. i have to see your pa.
she leaned over and kissed me and she smelled
of perfume. she went up the stoop and inside.
i stayed outside a moment. then i went into the
kitchen.
oh, it's lovely, abe. thank you.
in one hand · she was holding an empty box.
in the other was a bottle of perfume. it was the
same perfume he had given her last year.
i knew you liked it, katie, he said smiling.
she kissed him. i turned and walked out, slamming the door behind me and hoping they heard
me.
The door slammed shut behind me. The house
was completely dark. I walked out to the kitchen.
Elizabeth was sitting in the darkness. I thought
perhaps she might be crying.
"Did he burn the things ? "
"Yes," she said. I went to the back window.
I could see the embers from the fire.
"And where is he now?"
"In his room. He went upstairs after he
finished."
I stood looking at the red glow of the embers
in the biack of the grass. Then I turned and started upstairs. The door to their room was shut.
I opened it and stepped in. It was dark inside,
except for the moonlight. The floor was completely bare - he'd burned even her hooked rugs.
I saw him sitting on the window-sill, outlined by
the moonlight. I stood there for several minutes.
He never looked at me, although he had heard
me come in. Finally I said, "Is there anything
I can do, Pa ?"
He didn't say anything for a long time. Finally
he said, "No, Wes. Nothing." He turned to face
me. "But thanks."
I left the room and went downstairs to the
parlour. I sat in a chair by the door; I could just
make out the shape of the coffin. Then suddenly
I began crying softly. Because there was nothing
I could do.

All was even for awhile ... , M. Kirby Talley, page twenty-nine.

All was even for awhile,
As when someone over turns an
Hour glass fresh upon an hour.
Silence of sadness clocks
Softly sifting their works.
At home, some nights, candle smoke
Hazed above your head, and you paused
To watch the melismatic dancing of dust
About the flame.
The dry-skinned procession of vellum pages,
That communal spirit you tried to grasp
With hosts of men now commemorated
By a minu,scule.
Unbroken silence Unlike the echoed fulness sounding about
When a solitary priest breaks a wafer.
You often over paused,
Remembering the words of two or three.

M. Kirby Talley

We Argonauts, Barbara Mooney: page thirty-one.

The shore is darkening. Symposiums of gulls,
White as scholars, gather on a wave.
Underneath our stricken feet, the long hull
Pulls through lingering water. On the grave
Beach, the shining pebble of a child
Rolls home. Voiceless, we scan
The slow divorce of land, and, further, the mild
Adieus of tree-tops. Had we a plan
Of conquest for that gentleness? To sail
Armadas in the blood, barrack the woods with shouts.
Tread pulses of grass into a road ? We fail
In the remembering. Only our flags are out,
Scarring the wind. The D-Day weapons lie
In wreaths below. Unarmed, we are not innocent. We breathe
Again the warrior sea, grow salt, and turning, eye,
Nailed to the mast, our tarnished fleece.

Flat Feet) Peter Langlykke: page thirty-three.

EORGE Belden and Joyce Ives
pushed through the door into the
odor, sound, and light punctuated
darkness of the bar. Joyce walked
slightly ahead of George leading the
way, while George held her arm - tightly it
seemed. A wobbling spectre approached them.
"This here, Ladies and Gentlemen," he said,
"tllis here is Lulubelle's-the finest of the finest
little dancing places in town. And if you never
been here, you might like a first-rate little tour of
this here cabaret. Like first of all, that fancy-ass
little trick out shaking on the floor - that there's
Maybelle - that's right, May-belle - Lulubelle's
girl. She works to keep the joint jumping. And
over there, under that there little revolving light,
them are Hermy and his A-number-one drumming
accompanier, Swahili - real artistes ... yes sir."
The messenger of Lulubelle's glad tidings wove
himself away from Joyce and George - out onto
the dance floor and, in the mystery of Maybelle's
violently jiggling hind-quarters, dropped his drink
onto the floor with a sharp, hysterical, one-second
giggle. The soft crash of splitting glass was lost
in the bleat of the two-man band. Pulling a
sweaty bottle of beer, a reserve, from his breast
pocket, he flung himself onto a metal tube and
plastic seated chair next to the single, unprotected
head of Swahili's pounding bass drum. He focussed his eyes on the disappearing remains of the
fluid, ice, and glass which Lulubelle had just so
ceremoniously given him and which now quickly
evaporated under the shuffling and stomping feet
of Maybelle and friends.
Joyce and George pushed through the wake left
by their anonymous welcoming host in the crowd
dancing and found a chairless table around the
corner from the bar.
"Get some chairs, Georgie old boy," she said.
"Ask those guys over there if you can have
those ... come on, shake it."
George looked around sheepishly, summoning
up the courage to approach the three leather and
denim clad adults at the next table. They seemed
to him more teenaged in aspect as sitting there,
eyes squinting and unfocussed, they chewed on the
stubs of dying cigarettes.
"You using those?" he asked indicating the
vacant chairs near them with a flick of his wrist.
"The chairs, I mean."
"Might be," one replied, not looking up. He
leaned back forcing the front legs of his chair off
the floor and put hi!! feet on one of the two chairs
in question. "What you need them for?" Squinting up at George, he ran his hand over his cheek
and closed it over his nose. He looked at George
over his thumb.
George did not answer - he couldn't think of
an answer. He stood there pushing his hands down
deeply in his pockets into the pit of his groin.

"Take them," another of the trio said. He looked
at his two companions who shrugged their shoulders. "Take them," he repeated more emphatically.
George put his hands on the backs of the two
chairs. As he did this he looked directly at the
possessor of the feet, and, lowering his eyes again,
he quickly pulled at the chairs. He dragged them
away to the low, 'evil' he thought, chuckle of the
group.
He was relieved to find Joyce turned away
motioning to someone at the bar when he returned
to the table. As he put the chairs down, she turned
to him.
"Oh Georgie, now be a good boy and get me a
drink from Lulubelle. I'm just about as fiat as ...
I mean I'd just love some Scotch."
"Who were you talking to over there?" George
tried to be nonchalant.
"Just Lulubelle," Joyce grinned. "My mother
image - my mother confessor."
"Don't, Joyce." 'Mother would just about die if
she saw him at this place, and so would Joyce's.
This was about the most absolutely grotesque
"night-spot" Joyce had produced yet - perhaps
not the most absolutely, perhaps only relatively'
he thought. But if there were worse to be found,
he had an unconscious conviction that she would
know about it. He wondered why she had asked
him here - Georgie Belden - of all people. They
could have had such a pleasant, intimate evening
at his house, or at someplace quiet like Parker's
Inn. 'As a matter of fact," he thought, 'I would
have even asked her if she wanted to go to that
awful college bar, the Roxy Grille. At least there
everyone was trying to be unp.Jeasant and rockand-rollish - fashionably so - but here, here
they really meant the whole revolting business.'
"Step on it, Georgie - shuffle those flat feet
right over to the little old bar and ask that fantastic lady for a double Scotch." She had turned
and was waving violently at Maybelle's contorting
magenta rear-end. Maybelle ' turned its delight
around upon her partner (who just stopped dancing) and waved back to Joyce.
George was less apprehensive about Lulubelle
than he had been about the hoodlums in Levi's.
He couldn't remember having actually seen a barmaid before, but Lulubelle fit any preconceived
notion he might have formed. Intent on her work,
groping among her utensils, raising bottles of
colored liquid, pouring, splashing half-melted ice
cubes into the sink as she washed glasses to repeat the ceremony, she urged her customers to
drink - "What-ya have, boys . . . Everybody
getting theirs.'
"Double Scotch and a Bourbon Mist, please,"
George said, carefully avoiding direct visual contact with her artificially formed features. Her
cheeks were rouged to a red tint which was, he
thought, a mixture of the scarlet of her nose and

the vermillion which started behind the black line
of her penciled eyelids and continued over her
cornea nearly to the iris.
"What was that, big boy?" She turned those
eyes directly upon him as she crooned the "big
boy."
"Double Scotch and a Bourbon Mist, please,"
he coaxed again. He couldn't bear to look at her
directly. Bent over and pushing at a groove in the
bar's surface, he looked at her sideways.
Lulubelle fumbled with the assorted bottles of
cheap liquor and returned with the drinks. George
had thought of asking for a good brand, but in a
state of discomfort over this creature's - Lulubelle's - presence, he'd rationalized that she
wouldn't have it anyway. She put the drinks down
in the gutter of the bar just beyond George's
reach.
"Say," she said; "didn't you come in here with
Joyce?"
George nodded but said nothing. He was impatiently measuring the distance to the drinks in
their water-spotted glasses.
"Good girl, that Joycie. Said I should talk to
you for a 'while if you came in. Sorry I can't sit
down, but business is pretty heavy. Business is
business, ya know."
"Yes," George interjected because he thought it
was expected.
"Yeah, Joycie said your name was Georgie well mine's Lulubelle. Just a beat-up, worn-out
bag of a barmaid, but I have a good time - get
my kicks, if ya know what I mean. That's pretty
important, don't ya think?"
"It certainly is." 'This was having a good time?'
George thought. 'It's absolutely gruesome.'
"Yeah, Joycie, she's a good egg. Comes in here
every now and then. Says I got the best drinks in
town.''
"Why don't you give me a chance to sample
them," George tried to smile pleasantly as he
shifted his weight to his other foot. Lulubelle's
pinkened knuckles shoved the drinks toward him.
"Hurry back for a refill," she winked. "You're
okay, Georgie.''
George picked up the glasses and turned. He
passed through the star-like glitter which struck
from a mirrored, revolving sphere. The light was
uncomfortable. Its inventor, 'at someplace like
Roseland' he thought, had intended its effect to
be grand and soothing like hundreds of tapers in
a cut-glass chandelier. In reality, it was crude,
'vulgar' George thought, and completely unnerving to one who had never experienced it nauseating.
"Put my drink on the table, sweetie," Joyce's
voice pierced. He saw her dancing with one of the
trio from whom he had gotten the chairs. "I'll be
back in a minute."
George came around the corner into the other
half of the bar where their table was. Obviously,
this room had been created from the remains of a
luncheonette. Behind the still-remaining countertop, George could see the gaping holes which had
once contained its operating equipment. Above the
counter, he could see an ice cream placard displayed, hanging aslant from the top perforations, the word "straw," and straighter, but not
level, on the second line, "berry.''
He put the drinks on the mottled plastic table

top and sat on the edge of a vinyl and chromium
chair. Taking a drink from his Bourbon, he leaned
forward pressing his face onto the hand which
covered his glass. 'It's absolutely ludicrous,' he
thought, 'abs<>lutely.'
With a stab of light from the mirrored globe,
Joyce turned the corner. The beating twang of the
electric guitar, the pulsing, piercing throb of the
bass drum's steady, unprotected beat followed her
perspiring form. She reeled around on one foot
and fell on the chair across the table from George.
"Here's your Scotch," he said looking up at her.
She was playing with the buttons on her sweater
in time with the syncopated complaint of the two
gentlemen in the band. Her eyes were closed.
"Oh Georgie, sweets, I've had two beers already.
The boys bought them for me.'' She picked up the
double Scotch and sniffled. "You know, Georgie,
all I have to do is say 'shit' once or twice and
they really set up the beers.''
"Joyce, will you calm down for a minute- be
serious for a change I mean."
"Serious? Sweetie pie - on two beers and a
double Scotch. Just a minute, let me concentrate
my little head.'' She was silent a moment, then,
"Okay, toots, serious.'' She looked straight at him.
"I have something for you in my pocket - from
mother," he said.
"Oh, how is dear old mother these days."
"Please Joyce - serious.'' George clenched at
the edge of the table, digging his :fingernails into
the filthy groove between plastic and metal
molding.
"Just asking," she said in mock dejection. She
lowered her gaze to pout.
"Joyce dear," George began, still figetting at
the edge of the table, "it's grandmother's engagement ring.'' He dug into his pocket. "Mother told
me to give it to you tonight - I mean, I've been
planning to for a long time, but she said it was
now or never." He pulled a large diamond and
sapphire ring from the pocket, and, taking her
hand, put it there. "It's been in the family for
years, I think." He paused. The band had stopped
playing, but the mirrored globe still revolved absent-mindedly it seemed - throwing particles
of metallic light into the second room where they
sat. "What I mean is, Joyce, will you wear it at
least?"
She was sitting back now on the flimsy chair,
her arms hanging at her sides. The trio looked on.
"Oh Georgie, I just couldn't." She showered a
smile on him, one of her own, specially quiet
smiles. And then, sitting up again, she said,
"What in the world would the boys say. But
Georgie sweets, it is lovely.'' She opened her hand
and looked at the ring. A reflected ray of light
struck the crystal and glanced George's eye. "You
are too sweet to me, Georgie, really - I don't
deserve it," she said finally. She looked at him
now, not smiling. Her back was turned on the
mechanically revolving globe and her eyes were
neither bright nor dark. Still sitting up straight,
she looked past George expressionless.
George reached over and clasped the hand still
holding the ring. "That's all right," he said taking
the ring from her, 'as easy as candy from a
baby' he remembered, and put it back into his
pocket. "It was all so absolutely ridiculous absolutely - this place and all. I just thought
you might say 'yes.' "

